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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Mercury for Fanuary fhall be publifh’d in this Month; and 
every Mercury that follows in due time. All Gentlemen, who 
are willing to communicate any thing proper to carry on this De- 
fign, either in Verfe or Profe, are defir’d to direct itto Mrs. Shef- 
feild, at the Temple Coffee- Houfe in Fleetftreet. 
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12th Mercury comes out late, yet it comes within the 12tb ” 
Month ; for the firft was not publifh’d till the middle of 
VV February. Wedo not fay this to excufe the Delay of our 
Monthly Collection; fome unforefeen Accidents occafion’d it, which 
confequently we c6w’ d not prevent. And we aflure the Publick it has not 
been fois want of Materials: For,befides the heaps of indifferentVerfes that. 
have been fent us, many worthy Gentlemen have oblig’d us with fuch as are 
much above that Character. Take the whole Set together, we may venture 
toafirm, no Adifceliany has fo many good Poems, mer fo many good Hands 
in it; there being {carce one of any Confideration,whofe Name and Works 
have not adorn’d this Goltle@tion ; For which the Uadertakers think them- 
felves particularly oblig’d to the Gentlemen who wrote or procur’d them 
for them. Withthe whaie Set, a General Index willbe printed, and the 
Names of all the Authors that have come to our Ha: ‘ds; fome of whom are 
Now diftinguifh’d only by the initial Letters, The Encouragement this Pa- 
Min 2 per. 


y ‘w” E have at laft feen an End of the Firft Year, and tho the 
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per has met with, from Perfons of the higheft Quality and Merit, is fuch as 
wou’d make the Undertakers proud of their good Fortune,had they deferv’d 


it themfelves. 
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make ‘em more.impartial. 








And the Honour the Gentlemen, who have contributed to 
this Undertaking, have had to pleafe the Great and the Fair, is a Reward 
that might tempt the moft Ingenious to follow their Example. We hope 
therefore, none will havefo good an Opinion of their own Produétions, 
as to think ’em too good for the Company they are to keep; that wou’d 
be to judge a litile too kindly on one Side ; anc if they will give themfelves 
the Trouble to look over the Set now ’tiscompleat, it will be a Means to 





D £atTH and the Clown, | 


Outof 448.0 -P. 
dn IMITATION. 


Peafant paft his Climacterick Year, 

A Burthen from the Forreft ftrove bear ; 
Beneath the pond rous Load his Shoulders bent, 
And trembling, with the Weight, he homewards went ; 
His Heart was heavy, and his Steps were flow, 

And far he cowd not with the Faggets go 3 . 

But down his Burthen and himfelf Le laid, 

And thefe Reflections on his Fortune made. 

Sure never Man did my Misfortunes know, 
Nor live in fo much Want, and fo much Woe. 
In vain, alafs! againft the Stream I ftrive, 
The weakeit and the poorelt Wretch alive. 

My Creditors, my Children, and my Wife, 
My Landlord, Labour, all are Plagues to Life ; 
Come quickly Death, come eafe me:of my Cares. 
The Clown no [ooner calls, but he appears, 





What 






at 


ow 
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( Swain 

What wou’dit thou, quo the Fiend, Your Hand, the — 

Reply'd, tohelp my Burthen up again. 

Thus all Men are, in Tronble, apt to call 


On Diftant Death, who comes toofaft om all. 


But when they fee the Terror like the Clowa, 
Their Troucle they forget and wifh it gone. 


—— 








The Unfortunate Man and Death ; 


Out of FoNTANE 


Man unfortunate, was wont tocry | 
To Death for Succour, who it feems was nigh, 

And heard him in a melancholly Tone, 
His Abfence and his own ill Haps bemone. 
Come gentle Death, be faid, and at his Name, 
The Demon thinking to oblige bim, came 
With Horror, fhaking, and Surprize, quoth he, 
What foul infernal Monfter doT fee ; 


- Away, my Soul is in a mortal Fright, 


Begone, I cannot bear thee in my Sight. 
Mecznas was a gallant Man, we know, 

A fine Auguitan Wt, aswell as Beau ; 
And fomewhere he has faid, or Blind or Lame, 
Or gouty let me be—no matter—if I am; 
I live, and that’s enough, I ask no more, 


And all of us wowd [ay the fame Mecenas faid before. 


HE curious Reader, by comparing thefe two Fables as imperfect as 

the Tran/lation is, may have a Taft of the Ancient and Modern Man- 
ner ; Fontane being the greateft Mafter in this way of writing of the 440- 
derns, as eZ fop was of the Ancients, 


To 


* 


































The Mufes Mercury, 


To I. S. Eig; . 





Sent with a Po EM ona Country Life. 


By Mr. 7. H. 


“\ HO neither of us many Tears have known ; 
And half onr' Sands peviops are -yet'to rin : 

Yet Time we find with us has #34 bis W 1285, 
And ev'ry Tear fome new Diforder brings. 
Ace, tho it feemsto move with tardy Pace, 
Steps fure, and will overtake usin the Race ; 
It lies on us, andf{how d be fir ft our Care, 
For our laft Stace, and foorteft to prepare : 
Tho Ew’ry Man of Senfe this Truth will grant, 
We know ‘tis, with the gay and witty, Cant. 
Let ’ew be ne'er {0 witty, and fo gay, 
We've had our Hours of Foy as well as they ; 
Their Revels and their. Midnight Mirth have known. 
Yet then were fick of tits tumultuous Town. 
Nor {e/dom we our Evening Bowls forfock, 
To fit or wander by fome murmaring Brook ; 
Nor lefs we lov'd among tle Nymphs to play 
And frolick with the Swains in merry May ; 
The Forreft to frequent, and Greenwood Shade, 
The fruitful Champian, and the Flow ry Glade. 
Such was the Solace of our youthful Prime, 
But then we vafted both the Shade and Time, 
With viftonary Hopes of vain Delights 
Of future happy Days, and blifsful Nights ; 
When pleas’d with fome imaginary Flame, 
We [poil’d the Trees with cutting Cloe’s Name. 
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For higher Ends we my by Thought improve 
The Green, the River-walk, and filent Grove ; 
But neither Grove, nor River-walk, nor Green, 
Nor the foft Pleafures of rhe Sylvan Scene 
Areours; by Bus’nefs to the Town confin’d, 

A noify Prifon, to a thoughtful Mind. 

And trappy he, who from that Noife can fy, 

To purer Air, andaferencr Sky; 

To the fweet Shades, and haunt the ble{s'd Abodes 
Of Dryades aad Fauns, avd Raral Gods; 

there with a faithful and good-natur'd Friend, 

An eafy Life, with equal Fortune fpend. 

Thus feated, how fhou'd wein Life rejoyce, 

And make, what others wow d refufe, our Choice ? 
Our lovely Solitude we ne er wow d leave, 

For all that Favour cowd tempt us togive. 

Hence then at laff, and let’s perf{ue our Bent, 

But Fate forbids, and we {bow d be content. 








On Mis SANT LOW. 


OW am I rap’d when I upon thee gaze? 
How am I loft in Beauty's wondrous Maze ? 

Each Air, each Grace, does the Beholder charm, 
Without polluting does refiftle{s warm ; ¢ 
The Soul alone enjoys, the Senfes but inform. 
We burn indeed! But tis with hallow’d Fires, 
You give us chat, and check our loofe Defires. 
If through thy Features we thy Soul con'd trace, 
Its matchle[s Beauties wowd excel thy Face ; 
And that ye Gods is more than Paris kaen, 
The Glorses of the Mind [urpaft his View. 
Jove ne'er was happier when he left the Skies, 
To be rul’dhere bimfelf, by fome fair Mortal’s Eyes. 












Vertes 
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Verses written Extempore, on Sight of — 
an Apothecary’s Mortar turn’d into a 
FtoweEr-Por. 


By E. E. 


HE Druggs in me, which Ch—{e was wont to pound, 
With many Carcaffes enrich’d the Ground ; 
Now by th Affiftance of the grateful Earth, 
I that gave Death to Men, to Plants give Birth. 











A Defcription of the Land of Lying. 
Out of Boccace and Others, | 


Thence into the Land of Lying came, 
So like cur own, I thought ’t had been the fame. 
Here many a great and reverend Man I met, 
Who liv’d at Eafe, like ours, on what their Neighbours get : 
And hither fuch a Croud of Lawyers come, 
You d think your felf at London, or at Rome. 
And one among the reft, Ifaw a Brute, 
Whom Nature, by his mumbling, meant a Brute. 
But Difcordmaking bim for Mi{chief fit, 
His wicked Will fupply'd his Want of Wit ; 
Sufficient Speech fhe to the Mifer gave, 
To plead for wrong, and Senfe tobe a Knave. 
His whitely Hue, and Liver always wan, 
Confefs the Guilt and Malice of the Man ; 
A formal Fool, who by Oppreffion lives, 
And by worfe Gains than the Banditti thrives. 








HE following Verfes are call’d,; AS 0 N G by the late Mrs. Behn ; 
we have a Copy of them in her own Hand Writing, as well as of 
many others never printed, except in our Mercuries; and by her putting 
her Nom de Guerre Aftrea, to them, we find they were made upon her Self, 
and her very good Friend Mr. Hoyle. 


A Sonc for J fl. 


By Mrs. Behns 


I. 


Led my Syivia to the Grove, 

sind Where ev'r 17 Tree mig 

¢ Sun it felf, a Foe to Love, 

':}Con’d not hadie there betray'd us, ; 
“The Place fecur d from human Eves, 
~ — Noother Fear allows. ‘ 
But when the Zephirs gently rife 

And ki/s the yielding Boughs. 





II. 
Down then we fat upon the Mofs, 
And both began to play. 
A Thonfand Sports we found to pafs 
The fultry Heat of Day, 
What Kiffes did the She pied give, 
And what the Nymph return, * 
They lov'd fomuch, they fearce con'd live, 
So much nr both did burn. 


IIT. 


His greedy Eyes m0 Aid requir’d 
To sell their am rous Tale, 


Nn 
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Enough (he was already fir'd, 

And be might foon prevail ; | 
Again he kifs'd and clafpd her round, 

And thus his Thoughts expreft ; | | 
He fiol’d and laid ber on the Ground, : Yoh 

Let Lovers guefs the reft. , 












S Amorous as thefe Verfes may be thought, they have been reduc’d 
A to bring them withiff the-Rules of Decency, ‘which all Writers 
ought to obferve, or inftead of a Diverfion they will become a Nufance. 





An EPIGRAM — 


To the Ingenious Author of the Treatife, 
in Vindication of the Right Honourable 
the Earl of Peterborough’s Conduct in 

By 7. 0. 
VW IT H Envy I thy fhining Story read, 

; And blufh at cv'ry great immortal Deed. 
Why fleep the Mufes on their withering Bays, | 
And give to meaner Profe the K, iétor’s Praife. Linch 
His Art, bis Wifdom, and.wellgougrn’d Rage, 

1 view, with Wonder, in thy boneft Page... 


But to the Bards {uch glorious Acts belong, 
Let others have the Tale, and him the Song. 





By Mr. Thomas Uvedale. 


AR K,! Fair Eliza, how loud Boreas roars, 
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On Eliza’s Voyage for Ireland. 


While foaming W aves infult the beaten Shores. 
See! How the Ocean fwells his angry Face,’ 
Whilft.o’er each other, Billows roul a-pace. 
And will you venture lovely Charmer now, 


In a {mall Bark the dangerous Deep to plough, 
Whilft Winter frowns, and furious Tempefts blow? 
Can your foft Frame, indulg’d in Reft and Eafe, 
Exdure the Rage of Winds, and boifteronus Seas ? 
Reflect a little e’er it proves too late, i 


For know, my Life depends upom your Fate. 


Think how my Heart will ake, and my Eyes rain 


ant Fears, whtle yor are on the Main. 


Ab! Stay then, till the bloomy Spring appears, 


And the calm’d Sea a milder Aff 
Stay till my Soul is able to furvive 


The Lofs, till ?ve without you learn'd to live. 
(be flops her Ears, 


In vain, alas, 1 beg, 


pect wears: 


Aad now to truft the fatthle/s Winds prepares. 


Ye Pow’rs, ye mighty Pow'rs, whofe amful Sway 

Compel the Waves, and make the Storm obey 5. 
Smooth therongh Forehead of the foamy 
Sink the white Waves, and lull the Storm to 


Oh! Let her Life be your peculiar Care 


Deep, 


And [afely to her Pore conduct the Fasr. 


My Prayers are heard, the Winds their Fury ceafe, 


‘ 9 " 
And fee, the warring Ocean's now in Peace. 


See! How the Bark, proud of the Freight it bears, 
Plies on, and tothe Winds fhe gives her Fears. 
2 3 


fee. 






"79 


Above 
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Above the Waves the Sea-green Gods advance, 

And with mad Tranfport by her Veffel dance. 

Blew Tritons foand their Shells, and all aronnd 
The ecchoing Rocks and Shores repeat the Sound ; 
The beautious Nereids rife to view a Form 

More bright than theirs, and Syrens ceafe to charm. 
Oh! Glorious Scene, to fee her proudly ride 

In Triumph, like Old Neptune’s beaut ous Bride, — 
When the bright Virgin warm d his watry Side. 

The Pomp concludes, and all the Danger’ paft, 

The Nymph has reach’d the deftin’d Shore at laft. 
See ! On the Beach, how Crowds rejoycing ftana, 

To bid her welcome to Hibernia’s, Land: * 

With eager Eyes they view her heavenly Frame, 
And wonder whence fo fair a Creature came. 

So when a blazing Star begins to rife, 

Aftroloyers look up, with wondring Eyes, | 
To [ee tts radiant Luftre gild the Skies. 





A Cantara Set by Mr. Leversdge. 
The Words by Sir W.. D. 


“BY HE Lark uow leaves his watery Neft, 
And climbing foakes his dewy Wings, 

He takes this Window for the Eaft, 

And to implore your Sight, he fings. 


Awake, awake, the Morn will never rife, 


Till foe can dre{s her Beauty at your Eyes. 


Awake, 
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Awake, awake, break thro’ your Vail of Lawn, 
Then dray pow Captain wt Sspig cosemeeun 


| xd. 

















C harming és your Face a pony 
Every Look gives frefo. Surprizg. 


"Tis always Ni ight when youre away, 
But when you're prefent always AM 





A Drinking SONG. 
By Mr. T.Green of Cambridge. 


I. 


O R Shame, no Difputes o'er the Glas, then drink fair ; 
At leaft till we are all of us mellow ; 
Of Fortune and Fate let us ne'er fiand in fear, 
Theyre always kind to the good Fellow. 





I. 


In Bumpers of Red then let's drown all, our Cares, 
In fpite of Philofophers Rules 5 
Who for all their Grey-hairs, their Learning and. Tears, 


tis At beft were but dull-thinking Fools. Sings 


1 a 


We muft moiften our Clay, while onr Sand runs away, 
Bebind us too caft all Sorrow ; 

Take 2 Bumper of Claret, and drink it to Day, 

Perhaps we mayhave none to morrow. — 
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The. CONSTANT. | 
By Mr. Rich. Clavering 


O bid the fiery bariot of the Sun 
Stand férll, ‘séfore bis Courfe is done. 
Go bid the Stars forfake their Sphere, 
" And falling, Me into Atr. 
Bid en rn. Word Foundations Pate | 
And Atias-totternine Shoulders ‘aheg' if . 
Bid blazing Stars and Comets burn 
} _ The Globs, amd all. to Chaosturn, - * , 
Bid the pale Moon afcend at Day, 
And Sol at Night his Beams ers 
Bid. Nature change inev'ry Part, 
The Task is cafier than to change my “Heart. 


ee ——f 


"Tis fix’d, alas ! On my Dorinda’s Charms, 
And all my Wifbes pi in her Arms. 
No, tho fhe treat my Love and Pain 
With Coyne/s and a cold Difdain, 

Tho fometimes in her lovely Eyes; 
Like Clouds and Tempefts Frowns je e5 
Yet nothing caw her Beauties forond, 

I fee the Star beneath theCloud; 

By which my finking Bark I guide 

Acsinf the Winds, the Stoves and Tide. 
If fhe vouch{afe one radians Smile, 
Profujely Pm rew arded for mr Foyle. 


How can it change when fix'd on you ? 


Doubt not, mey c ah... oral my. Love: 45 ti they ‘ * 
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Such wondrous Beauty wow d detain 








The lighteft Heart in Cupid’sChain, rr f 
When I am guilty of. Iuconftancgy, =). NE OS | 
All Things their wonted Courfe fhall fly ; : | 
The Fifh foall leave their natiue Majin, _ a. } 


And chufe to live upon the Plain.’ * 
Then Fire andWater fhall agree, _ 
And Priefts fet Patterns of Humility. 
Steep Clifts and craggy Rocks foall move, 
And when they all obey, PU ceafe to love. 


~~“ 
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By 7. S. 
So 3S FSSA ty AL a2 iy! 


Hether your fparkling EyesT fee, =... : 
Or Looks fevere and coy; . oie 
Delia zs (till thefame tome, | 
The Pain and Pleafure equal be, 
And certain to deftroy. poy 
Cruel! Ab cruel Love forbeary 0. Sid 


At length my Peace reftore 5. 
Either my Foe or Friend appear, 
Diffolae my Life, or end my Cares 

For I cambear no more. > 
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To Wittram BrAcxsouaxr, Efq; 
On the Folly Sf Facrio. Ns st 
Ka the ; ct 


Laugh, my F dag, at that c contentions Strife, 
— Which fours.and robs us of the. Sweets of Life. 
W hat’s that to us, wher Sides are up and down, 
Who's In our Outy or-whosin Eavour grown ? 


Our Rulers en ey think fit will do, 
And care not how’ ti be a by me or you. 





What's that to us, wld Ni ca carry tt or loofe, 

Are you and 1 the only Men that choofe ? 

ia Let B-----n, or Be----k, be the Kyight, 

1 Perhaps we maybe. wrong, or may be right’; * VAY 
For when the aw ‘Sveturn'd, you know. ve 
He cocks upon the Man who windibe himfo, °°” A 
The Cringe and Complement is then Fait | 
And get him, if youcan, to givea Vote. 

Nor is it reafonable you fbowd, for who 

Can tell what’s fitteft then, or he or Jou’ ? 

Is’t not a Feft to fee a bufie Fop, 

Or leave his Labour, or neglect his Shops: 

Or quarrel with his F ather, or bis Sony. ° B 





Deny his Friend, or-bis Religion, gt 

To det this Man aVote, andv other:none ?. 
To raife among the panty Clown’s Debate, 
And Fends in Counties and in Towns create ? 











I knew a Borough once, where every, Sot, 
Believ'd the World depended on his Vote.s. 
And nearer as Election-Day approach'd, 
On Ale and Brandy for 4 Month debauch d: 
Whether th’ Elected,.or th’ Elector paid, 
The Latter loft his Reck ning in his Trade. 


The Courtly Candidate a civil Word, 

Nor own his Chapman, nor the Counter-Boara. 
Proud of his temporary Power he fwells, 

And Tales of his prevailing Intereft tells ; 
But when the Shreive has taken the Return, : 
He dwindles to a Wretch below your Scorn. 
Then he who as a Sage the Choice wow d rule, 
Returns té Nature, and refumes the Fool. 
Perhaps it is in all [uch Cafes fit, 

That Folly (how'd ufurp the Place of Wit. . 
Let Fools the neceffary Drudg'ry do, 

For an old Member randy, or 4 New 

At Coblers or at Tinkers Feafts prefide, 

And in their own Importance vainly pride, 

Or I'l be eafie in my Vote, and free, 

Or let the Burge[s choofe him{elf for me. 

I fee his Meaning thro’ his grave Grimace, 
He'll ferve the Side, who'll Jerve him with a Plase : 
Shou'd others jar, that he may be enrich d, 

Or wefball never dot, or bebewitch’d. 
What can be more prepoftrous, than to fee 

Two Friends, about a Stranger, difagree? 

Or, formal City-Fops oer Tea reflect 

On this Commander’s Heat, and that’s Neglect 5 
And Sots in Cellars, or in Garrets brea 

Infult, like FEfop’s Serpents Tail, the Head. 


Yet furly hewow'd fit and foarce afford. > . g 


Oo 
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How eafie is it made by Fools of late, 

To fcribble out Reflections on the State? - 

And [uch as are for othér Arts too antl, 

To be.of Politicks and Parties full. 

What Reams of Sage Remarks have been produc’d, 

And are not but for Pipes or Paftry us’d. 





Nor is it lefs ridiculous to fee, 
A jolly Rector on this Toppick Tree ; 
And in his homely Eloquence pretend, 
The Bufine/s of the Chath and State to mend. 
At merry Meeting he with better Grace, 
Brightens the Rubies in bis honeft Face, ¢ 
And next the Fuftice bas the foremoft Place. 


Sure of all Plagues, Divifion is the worft, 
And wretched is the Land by Kattion curt. 
The Foys of Congueft, by our Strife we (poil, 
And render fruitle[s, all our Heroe’s Toil : 
For Fame we fight, and Freedom, while our Foes, 
More weak’n us by their Arts, than by their Blows ; 
They feed the Flame of onr inteftine Fars, 
And trufting to our Folly, mock our Wars. 
Were we, aswe ate, all in Intereft one, 
True to our felves, and faithful tothe Throne, 
The World were‘ours, and A NN A foon wow'd reign, 
Sole Sovereign of the Land, aswell as Main : 
She calls us to Unite, She leads theWay, 
And we (ball ne'er be ble[s’d till we obey. 
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Ad Ingeniofiflimum & Eruditifimum 


D. GurrErMuMmM Cocxsurnum, 
























M. D. R. S. Et Collegii Medicorum Londinenfis 


.. Socio. 


Rato Poetis, Phoebe, Machaoni 
Nedtas Coronam, non fine Carmine. 
Veri Latentis nunc Superbos | 
Abftulit Ingenio Triumphos. 
Primus Repertor tramitis & via, 
Qué fanguis almus diffluit in novas: 
Undas, ab ipfo tam remotas, | 
Ut varios fubeant Colores ; 
Qua fel amaré gignitur A‘ftuans, 
Intra Calentes Hepatis Orbitas ; 
Qua Renis urgens ad veretrum, 
Lympha fugit trepidante riyo, 
Hac Arte fudor Corporis Abditi, — 
- Fervente Curfu migrat in thera: 
Hac fit Saliva cum verendo 
Semine Principiis reclufa. 
Ex te Laboris Foemina Menftrui 
Dulcem quietem percipit Improbi : 
Te, caufa monftratur,docente __ 
Jam, vicibus reditufque certis, 
Cur e gravato ventre tumentibus 
Nativus Humor currere definit ; i 
Infantibus cur porrigenti 3 
Ubera non Aluit ilie Nardus ; | 
QOo2 > * Quo 
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The'Mufes Mercury, : « 


Quo J Jure tardé poft fua Tempora — 
Languore: favo redditur dnfolens;, 
Et Arte fic Apollinari 

Focmina non patitur ruentem. 
Auttore claro Te, Maris Euripi 
Natura nigro prodit ab Angulo. . 

Neutonus Ipfe cogitanri = 
fEmulus eft fimilique fam?. 

Contra togatos febrifugam tuu.n. 

Audax acuti mente probaveras, 
Villiffium Culex Medendo 

Vineere Cantharidum valebat : 
Morbi Marini femina proferens, 
Claffem tueris rite Britannicam. 

Chirurgus zgros nunc tremendis 

Fluxibus exonerat Medelé. 
Cujufque debet temperies tibi 
Exalque Jufto pondere turbidam 

Alvum cieri ; Tu fuperno 

Ore levas pariter dolentes. 

Ex mole pensa Sanguinis id facis, 

Curfuque fpiffi per varios gradus, 
Quod nullus ante fomniavit, 

Cernere nec potuit rogatus. 

uifque Molem fanguinis occupat, 

Et Be (pul quam fit callidus edoces. 

Natura paucisexhibetur, _ 

Cafibus enucleata certis. | 
Mutatusomnis, Te Duce, Corporis | 
Status, benigno, Clartus emicat. * 

Infra {upraque diluent. 

Nofcitur egregit Medela. 

Purgare Doétus tu Methodo nova, 

Ipfos Medentes inftruis Artibus. 

Tu fanguinis folus perenne, 

Siftere profluvium peritus. 














for the Month of peony 1707. 


Defendis ultor Commoda pubes,’ vids vas be by 
Chirone natus qui prémits ‘Fifcigh,. Seo \RSAT BRO & 2) 


Ratcliffius vulgo Colendag' 2° oll ronhor 
Terga dedi’ fine Clade: wits. Yea SOON 


O ter beatos cum veniet Dies, WS TAS THOG Wel 


Occulta rerum quo referes Sbphis 
Non invidebunt hxc Athenis 
Sxcula, nec Phariis vetuftis. 
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Ona Young Lavy of Quatiry. 


By her Lovete ns woos (XP 
a ' >" \. ‘4 si‘ Aart t¥ s \ i 4d 


1 Axe not on Sinaiis On n whofe white se bo ah v 


A ft ull hatch d Beaut iy Seem: sto ret: 2 1 ass ; 
Nor Snow which falling from the Skyy i what 
Flovers in its Virginity. > rsX° amie > 


Gaze not on Rofes, thofrefb blow Bayan, a 
Gracd witha pureC omplexion = SAR MARS JH NO AGN ST TY 
Nor Lillies which no fubtil Bee . 

Has rob’d, with kiffing Chymiftry. . 

Gaze not on that pure. milky way, .,. 
Where Night vies Splendor with the Duy. ‘y- 
Nor Pearls whofe liquid Drops confine . 
The Glories of an Indian mine : 

For if my Miftrifs once appears, 


Swans moalting die, Snow meltsin Tears. 
Rofes blufh and hang their Heads; 

Pale Lillies {brink into their Beds. 

The milky way makes haft to fbrow’d 

Iss baffled Glory in a Clona 5 





























The Mufes Mercury, 


And Pearls climb up into her Ear, 
To hang themfelves far Envy there. 
Sohave I feen Stars big with Light, 
Prove Lanthorns tothe Moon-ey'd Night ; 
But Sol’s bright Rays being once di[play d, 
They {unk into their Socketsand decay 4. 
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The ZH NIGM AZ in the laft Mercury 


By Mr. Allen. 


E fay you mean this, and you fay you mean that, 
_ Thus neither are right, and yet either are pat. 
"Tis a Plant, tis aT ree, yet weve found out the Trick, 
And know it alike,.in the Threador theWick. 

"Tis Linnen or Woollen, it wears and it burns, 

Thus Cotton, “tis true, ferves a thoufand good Turus: 
If thefe ave your Riddles, pray give us.no more, 

If we look on a Candle we kmake.you a Score. 





Well, Sir, you have been too hard for us, we own; but if by your dif- 
intangling Genius you can clear what follows, and fhew us the plain Mea- 
ning, we promife to oblige you, and give you no more ; affuring you, the 
Perfon that writ it, hascommiunicated the Senfe-of itto no Body, being 
under an Obligation not todo wt; and, as he tells us, will pnncually 
comply with it. : s Hiaib' Ay wae 
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An HANIGMA 
By Capt. H. Sis. 
[" 4 Monfter as great, Sir, 


As e'er you wilh to meet : 
Pve four and twenty Heads, Sir, 
And four and twenty Feet. 
I'm Black, and I am White, 
Pm fort, or I am -long, 
And prate more than P---<5, 
And yet I've ne'er a Tongue. 
The Courtier and the Cobler, 
With me make a Pother, 
I {peak too like the One, 
And I think like the Other ; 
Twice fifty times a Year 
I'm born, andl die, 
And if I eer told Truth, Sir, - 
You never told a Lye. 











Of the Opera’s and Plays that have been lately 
Aled, or are preparing for the Theaters. 


Ince we took any notice of the Theatersin our A4ercuries, there has been 

a Revolution, with which all Lovers of Opera’s are very well pleas’d. 

For theMafters and Performers imploy’d for the Stage, have at laft prevail’d, 
that the Houfe in the Hay- Market fhould be taken up wholly for Opera’s, 
and that in Drury-Lane Tes Plays, Atthatin the Hay-Market, Opera’s will 
be perform’d twice a Week for 9 Months in the Year, and Piays as ufually 


at the Theater in Drury-Lane: Perhaps the Diftance of the Houfe ay 
dys 


for the Month of SDetembtt, Yyo7. .  a8y 
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Hay- Market from thie Scene of Bufinefs in the City was to its Difadvan- 
tage: For tis very certain, that a very good part of the Audience for 
Plays came from that, Par of« the. 1 es ciphere- MA .. Collser 3 Ar guments 
prevail’d moft. As for Opera’s. the Experice of that Diverfion is a little 
too great for fuch as declare for "exact Oecconomy,; and as the Great chiefly 
incourage them,they are now-nedrer'than ever to their Prote@ors, Before 
this Agreement was made, there were Divifions among the Performers, 
which prevented any Opera $ being splay-d till twas late ip the Seafon: But 
now ’t:s hop’d they will toe tht we their. mutifal Inceref€ fo well, as by do- 
ing Juftice to one anothe¥, enable themfelves the betcer.to do Juftice to the 
‘down. The Opera has been always crowded fince it has been under t on 
prefent Management, and is now ina fairer way toliye thanever. As for 
Comedies, there has been no: new one but Mr. Cibber’s,call’d, The Lady’s 
Laft Stace, ov the Wife’s Refentment : Part of which, the Epilogue, met with 
univerial Applaufe, and Sengnter Crberini’s artful ‘Ging. it, was ‘with Rea- 
fon lik’d by all that faw its, Fhe Humoursindeed was new, the pretended 
Grievance itexpos’d, by’ fome thought crying, and,the Pleafure the Audi- 

ence took in it was an{werable. . But what is very extraordinary 5 the Sub- 
ject of that Epilogue takes as rhch after it as.it did before, and the fame 
Perfons clap both Seignior Ciberi#i, and Seignioy -~——- 

We have heard of no new: Tragedies: but what we-haye fpoken of be- 
fore; Mr.Dennis’sand Mr. Smith's. » We know fot what Forwardnefs they 
are in. Both may be expected this Seafons. io: 

The New Opera’s are late, but ready, and will perhaps be the more wel- 
come, for the Delays they have met with. .The-Paftoral Opera, introduc’d 
by Signior Valentini, the Words written by Mr. Adotteux, will be firft 
perform’d, and the "Dido, or the Pyrrbus of Scarlati, the next. Tis cer- 
tain, the-Former was ready feveral Months before either of the others ; 
and the Mufick, asweareinform’d, is more adapted to the Enghfh Tafte, 
than that of the Pyrrbus ; which however has its Merit. Bat fince- Mr. 
Leweridge, who ifitzadtices the Dido, has the good Fortune to be‘an.En glifb- 
man, it may behop’d, whemrhe is tobe judg’d by Englifh-men hewill not 
be poft-pon nd, unlefs his Mafick is the Occafion of: it.—~W. e know this is 
no Argument in good Senfe; Merit is of afl Countries. But ftill ’tis 
the Argument the /talians and "French make ufe of againft the Engh/h, who 
are lameinnothing, fo much asin the Arts, in which they are too apé to 
fubmit to their Jifesiouts. 


FINIS 
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